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coffin. As with the queen bee and the worker, it is the quality
of his nourishment that determines whether he is to be a critic
or a hack. He may have every conceivable talent, but if he has
only bad books to write about, he is doomed. He can sidestep,
improvise, but he must go under. There are three lands of
reviewers: the cynical, who know they are beaten, who turn
out consistently adequate copy, and are completely reliable,
having sacrificed the critical sense for a certain knack of amiable
appraisal or polite disappointment; those who are still fighting,
who are on the whole unsatisfactory, since they turn and twist,
go off the deep end or become unpunctual with their copy, from
psychological reasons; and those who are not aware of any
problem, who go cheerily on for thirty or forty years and are
bitterly hurt to find that they have long been the innocent
dupes of publishers and the laughing-stock of the public. The
difficulties of the reviewer are increased because there are only
four or five weekly posts that carry any dignity, whose occupiers
need write on only one book or on none with the knowledge
that their articles can be included in their collected works, that
they inherit the mantle of Arnold, Pater, Hazlitt, or Sainte-
Beuve. The remaining consolations of the novel-reviewer are
that if he reads two books a day and writes~"for at least three
papers he can make four hundred a year, that, anyhow, he
appears regularly, and since eveiyone sooner or later writes
a novel he will always be treated with consideration.
I have just received Old Boor's Almanack for 1956. Who
sends one these things ? " Books for the next five years will have
a 'national' flavour. You can't mistake it. Like a prize
marrow at a harvest festival, they will be long, prosperous,
vapid, and seedy. Great years for bannings and backslidings,
the ivy of indifference will creep higher up the trunk of talent,
increasing neglect of E. M. Forster because his excellence is
inconvenient, of Norman Douglas, Max Beerbohm, and those
who live abroad non-politically." Appeal to expatriates:
"Come home. There's no happiness outside the telephone
book. We are approaching what the mystics term ethe Sunday
luncheon of the soul."5
December 1955.